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CHAPTER XX.

FLIGHT FEOM BONDAGE.

THE tale of that journey of the Saints, as we hear
it from the lips of Young, of Wells, of Taylor, and
of other old men who made it, is a story to wring
and yet nerve the hearts of all generous men.
When these Mormons were driven by violence
from the roofs which they had built, the fields
which they had tilled, the days were short and
snow lay thick upon the ground.' Everything,
save a little food for the wayside, a few corn-
seeds and potato-roots for the coming year, had
to be abandoned to their armed and riotous
enemies; the homes which they had made, the
temple they had just finished, the graves they
had recently dug. Frost bit their little ones
in the hands and feet. Hunger and thirst
tormented both young and aged. Long plains
of sand, into which the waggon-wheels sank